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Thou fbew’ft the naked pathway to thy life, 

Teaching flerne murther- how to butcher thee; ' 

That which in meane men we intitle patience 
Js pale cold cowardife in noble breads : 

W hat {hall I fay, to fafegard thine owne life, 

Thebeft wayis to vengemy plotters death. 

Gaunt. Heavens is the quarrell : for Heavens fubftitutc 
His Deputy annoynted in his fight. 

Hath caus’d his death , the which if wrongfully 
let heaven revenge,: for Imayneuer lift 
An angry arme againft his Minifter* 

Dut . Where then (alas) may I complaine my felfe? 
Gan . T o heaven, the widdowes Champion to defence. 
XW.Why then I will farewell old Gaunt . 

Thou go’ ft to G ovent-ry , there to behold 
Our Cofin Hereford i and fell Afm bray fight : 

O fit my husbands wrongs on Herefords fpeare. 

That it may enter butcher Mowbrayes breaft : 

Or if misfortune- miffe the firft carreerc, 

Ee Mowbrayes. finnes foheavy in his bofome. 

That they may breake his foamiogcourfers backe, 

And throw the Rider headlong in the Lifts, 

A Caytiffe recreant to my Cofin Hereford. 

Farewell old Gaunt , thy ipjnetimesbv others wife j 
With her companion Grecte f-vui ft end. hi. life, ; - ! 

Gau. Sifter fare well ; I ranft to Coueua - . 

As much good ftay with thee , xs go with m- 

Dut. Yet one word. mere Gieete bounacirrvvnereit 


Not with the empty hollownefle, but weight* 
I take myleaue before I haue begun, 

For forrovv ends not ; when.it feemeth done. 
Commend me to my brother Edward Yorks * 
toe, this is all •* nay yet depart not fo, 

1 hough this be all , do nor fo quickely goe, 

I Chall remember more. Bid him, Oh, what ? 
With all good fpeed at Plejbie vifite me. 
Alacke,and whattfhall good old Yorke there fee 
lut empty lodgings, apd unfurnilh’d wallcs, a 


C falls, 


Vn-peopl’d Offices, nritroden ft ones? 

And what heare there for welcome, but my groanes? 
Therefore commend me, let him not come there, 

To feeke outforrow, that dwels every where: 
Befolate,defolate will I hence and -dye, 

The laft leave of thee,takes my weeping eye* Exeunt. 


Sc ana Inertia. 


'Enter Marfhall, and %/S ttmerie . 

■Mar. My L. Aumerle , is Harry Hereford arm’d? 
j4um. Yea, at all poynts, and longs to enter in. 

Mar. The Duke ofNorfolke, fprightfully and bold* 
Stayes but the furomons of- the Appellants Trumpet. 

A »* Why then the Champions, are prepar d,and ftay 
For nothing but his Maiefties approach. 

r F4eurijh « 

hnter King, Guunt,Bnfhy , Bagot,Greene, 
and others'. Then Alow bray in -Ar- 
mor, and Harrold. 

Madball, demand of yonder Champion 
The caufe of his arnvall herein Armes, 

Aske him his natne, and orderly proceed 
Tofvvearehiminthe juftice of his caufe. • 

a ai ln P ods Name, and the Kings, fay who thou art 
And why chou com’ft, thus Knigbtfy cli i„C«> ’ 
Aga nil What man chon command whafs thyq„,rKll 

i P s FT t T KD « htll J ood . an<1 diine cith, * 
As .j? de l en d thee heaven, and thy valour. 

w , 0J T’- My name is Tho. CMowbray ,Duke of Norfolke 
Who hither come engaged by my oath ' 

Bothrr, 1 ? r VC !a defei ? d a Kni § ht frould violate) 

Both to defend my loyalty and truth, J 

loGod, myKing, and his fucceeding iffo e 

Ag amft the Duke of Hereford,that appeal me. 
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